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They stood in silence, hearing the wind flow among the
branches of the avenue. Julie's face turned to his; she
was about to speak; but, seeming to decide that what she
had intended to say might not be spoken, she put her two
furry gloves on to Lewis's shoulder and hid her face ir
them until he, bending back her head, kissed her lips ar,c
her icy cheeks and her closed eyes. She moved and clur^
to him.
"Don't let me go," she whispered. "Never let me so."
"Never?" he said. "Is that your promise, Julie? Your
will?"
Instantly she slackened in his arms and released herself.
"Yes," she answered, "it is rny will—0 Lewis, it is a!!
my being—in this enchanted garden."
Swiftly, at the word, as though it had in her ears a fatal
sound, she touched him.
"Listen," she said. "Do you hear the voice of GoJ
among the trees?"
He searched her face in the darkness, questioning the
seriousness of her mood. There was fear in her eyes but
her lips were smiling.
"The last lines," she said. "Say them to me."
"My dearest—of what?"
"Of the Milton. Say them. When we hear them a^ain
we shall remember."
Still he did not know of what she was speaking, and she
began in a low voice:
"'They looking back all th* eastern side beheld of
Paradise.../"
She could not continue. The wind of the avenue was
in her silence while she waited. And Lewis said:
"They looking back all th' eastern side beheld
Of Paradise, so late their happy seat,
Waved over by that flaming brand; the gate
With dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms.
Some natural tears they dropped	"
Her fingers tightened abruptly on his arm. "Soon," she
said, "so soon for us!" But in an instant she had thrown
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